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enchanted the eyes of all the spectators that when the Ambassa-
dor's gorgeous procession appeared, the splendid uniforms seemed
to them miserable rags that a beggar would have been ashamed to
wear, the prancing horses appeared as wretched skeletons hardly able
to drag one leg after the other, while their trappings, which really
sparkled with gold and jewels, looked like old sheepskins that
would not have been good enough for a plough horse. The pages
resembled the ugliest sweeps. The trumpets gave no more sound
than whistles made of onion-stalks, or combs wrapped in paper;
while the train of fifty carriages looked no better than fifty donkey

carts. In the last of these sat tho Ambassador with the haughty
and scornful air which he considered becoming in the represen-
tative of so powerful a monarch ; for this was tho crowning point
of the absurdity of the whole procession, that all who took part in
it wore the expression of vanity and self-satisfaction and pride in
their own appearance and all their surroundings which they
believed their splendour amply justified.

The laughter and howls of derision from the whole crowd rose
ever louder and louder as the extraordinary cortege advanced, and
at last reached the ears of the King as he wuited in the audience